THE    MEMOIRS    OF
the sides to form hand and foot hold for climbing. When
this job was completed, Foxley went up and disappeared
through the overgrown rift. After some minutes he re-
turned, obviously in high glee, and came swiftly down to
the cavern floor.
'Thanks to Old Nick, Sophy/ he said, pinching one of
the girl's ears, dwe can all get out of this trap as easy as kiss
your hand. I've been right up to the top/ he went on, a
trace of excitement in his tone, *and I could see all those
beggars below busy heaping wood on their damned fire; but
they couldn't see me* And there's a gully only a hundred
yards from this hole. If we can only get there unseen, we're
as safe as a bank.5
Without wasting a moment he gave his orders, going up
first himself so that he could help the women who followed,
with McCoy behind to give him a heave from below. Rash-
leigh came next, loaded with food, and Smith brought up
the rear.
Immediately they were through the women disappeared,
and after pausing a few moments to listen to the noises
made by their intending captors, the bushrangers with
Rashleigh made their way swiftly along the gully and did
not pause until they had put the hill between them and their
assailants. On they went without halt or rest through the
desolate country without meeting a soul all day. At night-
fall they flung themselves down to rest in the gloomy
recesses of a rocky ravine, not daring even yet to light a fire
for the preparation of food. Fear of discovery obsessed
them, and the gleam of a fire might have betrayed their
retreat. In the dead of night Rashleigh was awakened by
Foxley's voice.
*Help, murder!' he was yelling. Tm choking. Take his
hand from my throat. Oh!*
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